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1 Dear, again back recall

To this light,

A stranger to himself and all!
But the wonder and the story
Shall be yours, and else the glory;
I am your servant and your thrall.

c Dear, again back recall
To this light!'

Oh, that this moment might last for ever,
never to change. This voice, this shining light,
enclosed in this garden. . . .

Georges, too, must have felt something of it
for he rose impetuously and pressed money on the
fiddler, then turned back to them a little shame-
faced. But he kissed Judith before he sat down.
The dusk came; candles were lit. There was
dancing on the green*

But, alas, when it was time to go it was found
that the coachman was perilously drunk. He
greeted them all with a warm and most appreci-
atory affection. He would have embraced Emma,
quarrelled with a little gentleman near by, who
had, he fancied, insulted her.

Mr, Audley was greatly ashamed and not of
much value in the situation, He twittered like
a bird whose nest is in danger, looking at Emma
as though to implore her not to like him the
less for this accident. Georges was of excellent
practical use. It was just the situation for his
temperament* He helped to hoist the man on
the box* frightened away the interested spectators,
quieted the horses and threatened the coachman